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THE    CONTRAST. 


"  Death  wounds  to  cure  :  we  fall— we  rise — we  reign — 
Spring  from  our  fetters — fasten  in  the  skies, 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  sight. 
Oh  !  when  will  death,  (now  stingless,)  like  a  friend. 
Admit  me  to  that  world  1     Oh!  when  will  death 
This  mouldering,  old,  partition-wall  throw  down? 
Thrice  welcome,  happy  day,  that  breaks  my  chain, 
That  manumits,  ihat  calls  from  exile  home, 
That  readmits  us,  through  the  guardian  band 
Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father's  throne; 
"Who  hears  our  Advocate,  and,  through  his  wounds 
Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender  name. 
'Tis  this  makes  Christian  triumph,  a  command; 
'Tis  this  makes  joy  a  duty  to  the  wise." 


PREFACE. 

The  incidents,  made  permanent  by  the  fol- 
lowing pages,  came,  with  some  slight  vari- 
ations, to  my  immediate  knowledge,  only  a 
short  time  prior  to  a  severe  fit  of  sickness. 
The  abstraction  from  the  affairs  of  life,  which 
this  produced,  and  the  prospect  of  their  being 
so  soon  broucrht  to  a  termination,  o-ave  me  a 
more  realizing  sense  of  eternal  things  than  I 
had  ever  before  experienced,  and  doubtless 
caused  these  incidents  to  produce  upon  me  a 
more  than  ordinary  effect. 

As  health  gradually  returned,  I  employed 
myself  in  committing  them  to  paper,  together 
with  some  of  the  reflections  by  which  the  im- 
mediate view  of  death  had  been  made  pleasant 
to  my  mind.     Having  completed  this  design, 

I  showed  my  little  work  to  some  friends,  who 
1* 


8  PREFACE. 

expressed  their  belief  that  its  pubhcation  would 
have  a  good  effect  upon  the  minds  of  those, 
who  should  be  induced  to  read  it,  and  in  this 
hope,  therefore,  I  now  offer  it  to  the  public. 
Should  any  of  the  readers  of  this  httle  book,  be 
led  by  its  perusal  to  realize  more  fully  the 
great  truth  laid  down  in  the  Gospel,  that  the 
chief  object  of  our  life  in  this  world  should  be 
to  prepare  for  an  eternal  existence  in  the  un- 
dying hght  of  a  changeless  one  hereafter,  my 
end  will  be  fully  attained,  and  my  sincere 
wishes  and  fervent  prayers  most  abundantly 
realized.  E. 

Mw-York,  1840. 


THE  CONTRAST. 


PART  I. 

"Be  of  good  cheer  ;  we  are  more  than  conquerors  through  him 
that  loved  us." 

A  FEW  days  since,  as  I  was  writing  in  my 
study,  a  message  was  brought  to  me  from 
Mr.  Leroy,  one  of  my  neighbors,  requesting 
me,  if  not  particularly  engaged,  to  call  and 
see  him  that  afternoon.  I  had  become  ac- 
quainted with  Mr.  Leroy  not  many  months 
before.  He  was  an  Englishman,  who,  having 
been  reduced  by  misfortune  from  a  state  of 
affluence  to  one  of  comparative  poverty,  had 
left  his  native  country,  and  with  his  wife  and 
three  children  sought  a  home  upon  our  shores. 
Soon  after  his  arrival,  he  had  with  his  wife 
united  himself  to  the  church  of  which  I  was 
pastor  ;  and  very  few  of  its  members  were 
more  exemplary  in  their  Christian  deportment 
than  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leroy.     For  a  time 
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his  business  went  on  prosperously,  but  the 
constant  confinement  which  it  required,  grad- 
ually undermined  his  health,  and  brought  on 
a  complaint  upon  his  lungs  which  was  rapidly 
hurrying  him  to  the  grave.  During  his  sick- 
ness his  wife  exerted  herself  to  the  utmost  to 
procure  for  him  every  thing  which  her  fond 
affection  could  suggest  as  likely  to  alleviate 
his  sufferings,  or  to  furnish  any  hope  of  his 
recovery;  and  her  naturally  delicate  frame 
was  beginning  to  sink  under  her  constant  ex- 
ertions ;  yet  still  her  faith  enabled  her  to  bear 
up  against  the  pressure  of  calamity  with  un- 
shaken fortitude.  I  had  visited  them  fre- 
quently in  the  course  of  his  illness,  and  had 
long  felt  that  there  was  little  or  no  hope  of 
his  recovery.  Of  this  he  was  himself  fully 
sensible,  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  thought 
of  leaving  his  wife  and  children  in  a  land  of 
strangers,  he  would  have  rejoiced  in  the  pros- 
pect of  being  so  soon  summoned  home  to  his 
Father's  house.  With  respect  to  his  family, 
however,  he  was  comforted  w^ith  a  comfort 
not  of  this  world,  for  he  knew  whom  he  had 
believed,  and  he  knew  that  the  promise  stood 
sure,  "  Leave  thy  fatherless  children  with  me  ; 
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I  will  take  care  of  them  ;  and  let  thy  widow 
trust  in  me." 

Fearing  from  the  message  I  had  received, 
that  he  must  be  much  worse,  I  hastened  to 
comply  with  his  request  j  and  the  first  glance 
I  gave  at  his  countenance  upon  entering  his 
humble  dwelling  told  me  that  I  was  not  mis- 
taken in  my  conjecture.  The  peculiar  hue  of 
his  sunken  features  showed  that  death  was 
fast  approaching  ;  but  the  expression  of  calm 
happiness  that  beamed  in  his  eye  proved  that 
for  him  it  had  no  terrors.  He  smiled  when 
he  saw  me,  and  reaching  out  his  hand  to  me, 
said  in  a  feeble  but  composed  voice,  "  I  have 
taken  the  liberty  of  sending  for  you,  Mr.  M., 
as  I  feel  that  I  have  not  many  hours  more  to 
remain  upon  earth  ;  and  before  I  go,  I  wish  to 
commend  to  your  kindness  my  wife  and  chil- 
dren. They  will  soon  be  left  without  a  pro- 
tector in  a  land  of  strangers,  for  there  are  few 
here  with  whom  we  are  acquainted,  and  fewer 
still  who  would  feel  for  them  the  interest  of 
friends.  We  have  all  felt  that  we  enjoyed  a 
great  privilege,  sir,  in  having  you  for  a  pastor  ; 
and  your  uniform  kindness  towards  us,  induces 
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me  to  hope,  that  when  I  am  gone  you  will  not 
be  unmindful  of  my  poor  Jane,  but  will  induce 
her,  by  your  counsel  and  advice,  to  place 
an  undoubting  trust  in  God,  without  whose  aid 
our  best  strength  is  but  weakness." 

"  My  friend,"  I  replied,  "  do  not  call  send- 
ing for  me  a  liberty.  How  could  a  minister 
of  the  gospel  be  more  fitly  employed  than  in 
visiting  the  abodes  of  the  sick  and  distressed  % 
Fear  not  for  your  wife ;  all  that  I  can  do  to 
comfort  and  support  her  under  her  loss  shall 
be  most  cheerfully  done;  and  you  have  read 
this  blessed  book  too  much,"  I  continued, 
pointing  to  a  Bible  which  lay  by  his  bedside, 
"  not  to  know  that  one  mightier  than  I  will  be 
a  father  to  the  fatherless,  and  a  guide  to  the 
widow." 

"  I  know  it,"  he  answered,  "  and  may  His 
name  be  praised  that  I  have  that  trust ;  yes. 
He  whom  the  heaven  of  heavens  cannot  con- 
tain ;  He  who  hid  his  uncreated  glory  in  a 
tabernacle  of  flesh,  and  took  upon  himself  the 
punishment  due  to  the  sins  of  our  fallen  race  ; 
He  it  is,  who  hath  promised  to  bless  and  com- 
fort those  who  are  afflicted ;  and  I  feel,"  he 
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continued,  looking  solemnly  upward,  "  that  as 
sure  as  God  liveth  is  the  pledge  that  that  pro- 
mise shall  be  fulfilled." 

His  strength  here  seemed  to  fail,  and  he 
sunk  back  upon  the  pillows.  His  eldest  child, 
a  girl  about  twelve  years  of  age,  who  was  the 
only  person  in  the  room  with  us,  immediately 
ran  to  him,  and  raising  his  head  with  my  as- 
sistance, gave  him  some  medicine,  which 
seemed  to  revive  him.  As  soon  as  he  had 
recovered  a  little,  I  asked  him  if  he  had  not 
better  send  for  his  wife. 

"  No,"  he  replied,  "  she  laid  downi  a  short 
time  since  at  my  request,  to  try  to  get  a  little 
repose,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  have  her  dis- 
turbed until  it  is  absolutely  necessary.  Poor 
Jane,  she  needs  all  the  rest  she  can  obtain,  for 
though  she  knows  I  have  not  much  longer  to 
remain  with  her,  yet  she  does  not  think  my 
departure  quite  so  near  as  I  feel  it  will  be. 
Heavenly  Father,  be  thou  her  strength  and 
shield  when  I  am  gone  ;  increase  her  faith, 
so  that  she  may  cling  undoubtingly  to  thee, 
as  her  ever-living  and  all-sufficient  Friend,  re- 
signing herself  and  our  dear  children  to  thy 
disposal,  with  humble  trust,  that  what  thou 
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hast  graciously  promised  in  the  gospel,  thou 
wilt  assuredly  perform." 

He  paused  a  moment  to  gather  strength, 
and  then  proceeded  : 

"  My  spirit  is  willing,  but  my  flesh  is  weak. 
O  that  while  strength  was  given  to  me  I  had 
employed  it  more  in  glorifying  and  magnifying 
the  name  of  my  Heavenly  Father  ;  and  would 
that  all  the  followers  of  Christ  might  learn 
from  my  example  to  devote  more  of  their 
time  and  talents  to  their  Master's  service 
while  it  is  with  them  called  to-day;  would 
they  might  realize  that  all,  from  the  least  to 
the  greatest,  exert  more  or  less  influence  upon 
those  around  them  ;  and  that,  whether  at  home 
or  abroad,  whenever  they  are  in  the  society 
of  their  fellow-beings,  they  should  employ  the 
opportunities  so  given  to  them  in  exerting 
that  influence  to  promote  the  cause  of  our 
blessed  Redeemer,  who  manifested  himself  in 
the  flesh,  that  we  through  him  might  have 
eternal  life.  0  my  Saviour,  soon  shall  I  be 
with  thee  ;  not  because  I  am  worthy,  but  be- 
cause thou  hast  promised,  that  those  that  come 
to  thee  thou  wilt  save  to  the  uttermost.  Thine 
arms  are  even  now  around  me,  raising  me 
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above   this  world   of  sin    and   pain,    to  that 
eternal  mansion  where  I  shall  be  at  rest  for 


ever  i 


I" 


"  My  dear  Mr.  Leroy,"  said  I,  "  it  rejoices 
me  to  see  your  mind  in  so  happy  a  frame  5  and 
most  sincerely  do  I  unite  with  you  in  the 
wishes  you  expressed  just  now  respecting  the 
influence  which  Christians  exert  upon  those 
around  them.  Were  they  to  act  in  that 
spirit,  the  earth  would  wear  a  different  aspect 
from  what  it  now  does.  But  in  speaking  of 
heaven  as  a  place  of  rest,  I  trust  you  do  not 
confine  your  ideas  of  the  happiness  to  be  en- 
joyed there  by  the  redeemed  in  Christ,  to  a 
mere  freedom  from  the  trials  and  sorrows  they 
suffer  on  earth." 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  far  from  it.  When  my 
spirit  is  freed  from  this  poor  shell  of  clay, 
w^hich  now  confines  it,  I  shall  indeed  have 
rest  from  the  temptations  of  sin ;  since  it  is 
promised,  that  those  who  have  been  washed 
in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  shall  be  clothed  in 
the  garments  of  light  and  righteousness, 
which,  as  I  conceive,  means,  that  glowing 
with  humble  transports  of  love  and  gratitude 
we  shall  be  changed  into  his  pure  and  glorious 
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likeness,  even  as  the  melted  wax  receives  the 
impression  from  the  seal.  Then  while  stand- 
ing in  the  immediate  presence  of  the  great 
I  AM,  the  sight  of  his  glorious  perfections 
will  so  delight  my  soul,  that  through  the  end- 
less ages  of  eternity  I  shall  still  seek  to  com- 
prehend more  ;  and  it  will  be  a  desire  and 
joy  which  will  for  ever  increase,  since  that 
upon  which  it  feeds  is  infinite.  This  is  that 
river  of  the  water  of  life  proceeding  from  the 
throne  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb,  concerning 
which  the  sainted  John  speaks  ;  and  it  will  be 
indeed  a  fountain  of  ever  new  delight  to  those 
who  are  allowed  to  partake  of  it.  0,  thou  in- 
finitely precious  Redeemer,  to  thee  do  I  owe 
it,  that  a  worm  of  the  dust  like  myself  is  per- 
mitted to  have  so  glorious  a  hope  as  that  in  a 
few  moments  he  shall  be  with  thee  in  Zion, 
rejoicing  with  the  myriads  who  are  already 
there,  in  being  permitted  to  exert  their  new- 
born energies  for  thy  service,  and  pouring 
forth  hymns  to  thy  praise  !" 

As  he  spoke,  his  bodily  powers  seemed  to 
derive  a  momentary  energy  from  the  fervor  of 
his  spirit,  for  his  eyes  kindled  with  an  almost 
unearthly  lustre,  his  voice  became  clear  and 
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firm,  and  a  slight  flush  passed  over  his  hither- 
to pallid  features.  I  was  about  to  answer  him, 
when  an  inner  door  opened,  and  his  wife  en- 
tered. 

After  accosting  me  with  the  usual  saluta- 
tions, she  approached  his  bedside  and  said, 
"Was  not  that  your  voice,  my  love,  which  I 
heard  just  now  1  I  think  you  must  feel  bet- 
ter, or  you  would  not  have  been  able  so  to 
have  exerted  yourself." 

"  My  spirit  is  strong,  Jane,  with  a  strength 
that  comes  not  from  earth,"  replied  her  hus- 
band, "  but  my  bodily  powers  are  failing  fast ; 
I  feel  that  the  time  is  rapidly  approaching 
when  I  shall  be  called  to  leave  you  and  our 
dear  children.  Had  it  pleased  God,  I  could 
well  have  wished  that  you  might  have  been 
spared  this  bitter  trial ;  but  1  pray,  0  how 
fervently,  that  you  may  be  supported  under  it, 
and  that  it  may  work  out  both  for  you  and 
them  a  far  more  exceeding  and  eternal  weight 
of  glory.  Do  not  weep  thus,  my  beloved  wife. 
Has  not  he  who  gave,  a  right  to  take  away '? 
and  have  we  not  since  our  union  known,  that 
whenever  it  should  seem  good  to  him  one  or 
other  of  us  must  bear  this  sorrow  V 
2* 
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While  he  was  yet  speaking,  Mrs.  Leroy 
sunk  on  her  knees  by  his  bedside  and  clasped 
one  of  his  hands  between  her  own  ;  when  he 
ceased  there  was  silence  for  a  moment,  and 
then  she  said  : 

"  It  is  all  true  ;  and  I  thought  I  was  pre- 
pared to  part  from  you  without  a  repining 
thought ;  but  O  !  were  it  not  for  our  children 
I  should  pray  that  God  would  take  me  along 
with  you." 

"  We  shall  soon  meet  again,  my  love,"  he 
replied ;  "  let  that  thought  cheer  your  soul, 
and  do  not  mourn  as  one  Avithout  hope.  Cast 
all  your  care  upon  the  Lord,  with  a  realizing 
faith  that  he  is  abundantly  able  to  give  rest 
and  peace  to  your  heavy-laden  soul ;  and 
doubt  not  that  he  will  do  so  in  answer  to  your 
prayers  ;  for  hath  he  said  it,  and  shall  he  not 
make  it  good  I  Where  are  our  other  chil- 
dren] I  wish  to  speak  to  them  all  once  more 
w^hile  I  have  strength." 

"Call  them,  Mary,"  said  his  wife,  address- 
ing her  daughter,  who  during  this  time  had 
been  sitting  by  the  bedside  of  her  dying  father 
in  silent  sorrow,  "  they  are  in  the  garden,  I 
believe." 
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The  little  girl  left  the  room,  and  Mr.  Leroy, 
pressing  his  wife's  hand,  affectionately  said : 
"  Mr.  M.  has  promised  to  be  a  friend  to  you 
when  I  am  gone,  Jane,  and  I  am  sure  we  have 
tested  his  kindness  often  enough  to  know 
that  you  could  not  have  a  better  earthly 
one." 

"  I  thank  him  most  sincerely  for  his  con- 
stant goodness  to  us,"  answered  Mrs.  Leroy, 
"  and  I  know  that  all  he  can  do  to  comfort  us, 
he  will  ;  I  trust  I  feel  resigned  to  the  will  of 
God;  but,"  she  continued,  clasping  her  hands 
with  a  momentary  burst  of  anguish,  which  she 
could  not  control,  "  all  the  affliction  I  have 
ever  felt  has  been  nothing  to  this  ;  I  never 
knew  what  sorrow  was  till  now." 

"  My  dear  madam,"  said  I,  "  it  is  natural 
and  just  that  you  should  feel  grief  at  parting 
with  one  so  dear  to  you ;  but  let  the  thought, 
that  what  is  your  loss  is  his  exceeding  gain, 
be  a  comfort  to  your  mind.  The  gospel  does 
not  command  us  to  extinguish  our  natural  af- 
fections, but  to  chasten  them,  so  that  they 
may  be  indulged  solely  with  a  reference  to  the 
will  of  God  ;  if  there  were  no  sorrow  felt  there 
could  be  no  resignation.     Even  our  Saviour 
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wept  and  groaned  within  himself  at  the  tomb 
of  Lazarus." 

Mr.  Leroy's  three  children,  two  boys  and 
the  young  girl  whom  I  have  before  mentioned, 
here  entered  the  room ;  but  they  came  not 
with  the  bounding,  joyous  step,  so  peculiar 
to  youth,  but  slowly  and  silently,  as  if  they 
feared  to  disturb  the  repose  of  one  they  loved 
so  well.  Their  father  extended  his  arms  to- 
wards them,  and  as  they  came  near  to  the  bed 
kissed  and  partly  embraced  them  all.  "  My 
dear  children,"  said  he,  "  it  is  not  the  will  of 
God  that  I  should  remain  much  longer  with 
you  ;  I  am  dying,  and  I  have  sent  for  you  to 
give  3'ou  the  last  request  I  shall  ever  have  it 
in  my  power  to  make,  and  which  I  entreat  you 
to  follow,  as  you  value  your  happiness  either 
in  this  Avorld  or  in  that  to  which  I  am  going. 
From  your  infancy  I  have  endeavored  to  teach 
you  to  love  and  obey  God,  as  your  ever  pres- 
ent Father  and  best  Friend  ;  and  now,  my  chil- 
dren, I  charge  you  to  make  that  love  and  ser- 
vice the  first  object  of  your  lives.  Seek  tO 
acquaint  yourselves  with  hirn  through  the  me- 
dium of  the  Bible  ;  mal^  that  precious  book 
your  daily  study,  and  never  suffer  yourselves 
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to  read  it  with  carelessness,  or  without  first 
praying  to  God  to  enable  you  to  understand 
its  truths.  Strive  always  against  the  first 
risings  of  sin  in  your  hearts  ;  and  when  you 
commit  a  fault,  lose  not  a  moment  till  you 
have  prayed  to  God  to  forgive  you  for  it,  and 
to  purify  your  hearts  by  his  Holy  Spirit,  so 
that  you  may  not  so  ofTend  him  again.  If  you 
thus  do,  at  the  same  time  sincerely  repenting 
your  sinfulness,  your  Heavenly  Father  will, 
for  the  sake  of  our  blessed  Redeemer,  forgive 
you  your  transgressions,  and  keep  you  from 
going  astray  another  time  ; — ^but  if  you  will- 
ingly and  wilfully  indulge  in  any  sin,  no  mat- 
ter how  small,  remember  that  by  so  doing  you 
are  disobeying  the  commands  of  your  infinitely 
merciful  Creator,  and  that  his  wrath  is  de- 
nounced against  all  unrighteousness.  You 
will  soon  be  without  an  earthly  father  and 
protector,  my  children ;  but  to  the  care  of 
that  God,  who  has  watched  over  and  blessed 
us  so  long,  do  I  leave  you  and  your  dear 
mother,  in  the  perfect  confidence  that  while 
you  love  and  trust  in  Him,  He  will  never  for- 
sake you."  ^ 
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He  paused  a  moment,  and  then  requested 
me  in  a  lower  tone  to  unite  with  them  in 
prayer.  I  readily  complied;  and  never,  even 
while  standing  before  the  altar,  did  I  feel  that 
the  presence  of  God  more  hallowed  any  place 
than  it  did  the  bedside  of  that  dying  believer. 
As  I  pronounced  the  benediction,  he  repeated 
the  "  Amen,"  with  a  strength  and  clearness 
that  surprised  me  ;  then  drawing  his  wife  close 
to  him  he  said:  "I  leave  you,  beloved  one; 
may  God  reward  you  as  you  deserve,  for  all 
the  love  and  unwearied  kindness  you  have 
manifested  towards  me.  It  is  His  will  we 
should  part  now,  but  we  shall  soon  meet  again 
in  His  presence,  where  are  fulness  of  joys  for 
evermore."  At  this  moment  a  brilliant  ray 
from  the  setting  sun  darted  in  through  the 
window,  and  filled  the  apartment  with  a  flood 
of  crimson  light.  Mr.  Leroy  smiled  faintly, 
and  said  :  "  It  is  beautiful,  as  are  all  created 
things;  yet  it  is  but  a  shadow  of  the  glory 
now^  opening  before  me."  Clasping  his  wife 
and  children  in  his  arms,  and  summoning  up 
all  his  remaining  strength,  he  then  continued, 
*'  0  thou  infinite  Creator  and  Preserver  of  all 
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things,  to  whom  I  owe  the  hopes  which  now 
animate  my  soul,  to  thine  abounding  mercy- 
do  I  commit  these  precious  gifts." 

As  the  last  sound  died  from  his  lips,  his 
countenance  lost  its  animation — he  passed  his 
hand  across  his  eyes — breathed  a  moment — 
and  then  life  stood  still. 

Who  that  has  been  in  the  chamber  of 
death  has  not  felt  how  almost  awful  is  the 
stillness,  which  immediately  follows  the  de- 
parture of  the  spirit  from  its  frail  tenement, — 
when  that,  which  but  a  few  minutes  before 
was  the  object  of  so  much  care  and  anxiety, 
is  at  rest  for  ever  !  Never  was  I  made  so 
deeply  sensible  of  this,  as  upon  the  present 
occasion.  For  some  minutes  after  Mr.  Leroy 
had  ceased  speaking,  not  a  sound  was  heard 
in  the  apartment ;  the  children  sat  motionless, 
gazing,  in  mute  sorrow  and  expectation,  al- 
ternately at  their  father  and  mother.  As  her 
husband's  grasp  had  relaxed,  the  latter  raised 
herself  from  her  partly  reclining  position,  and 
with  fixed  and  tearless  eyes  sat  in  agonized 
contemplation  of  the  cold  remains  of  him  who, 
while  in  life,  had  been  so  closely  entwined 
with  her  very  being,  that  though  she  had  long 
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been  in  anticipation  of  his  departure,  it  now 
seemed  to  strike  her  with  almost  stunning 
force ;  and  so  pallid  and  deathlike  did  her 
countenance  become,  that  I  almost  doubted 
whether  her  spirit  was  not  about  to  burst  the 
bonds  which  confined  it,  and  flee  away  to 
join  her  husband's  in  the  mansions  of  the 
blessed.  At  last  her  youngest  child  crept 
close  to  her,  and  throwing  his  arms  around 
her  neck,  said:  "Mother,  dear  mother,  why 
do  you  look  so  1  will  not  papa  speak  to  us 
again  1"  The  sound  seemed  to  rouse  her,  she 
took  the  child  upon  her  lap,  and  her  eyes  be- 
came slowly  suffused  with  tears.  Rejoicing 
to  see  her  feelings  thus  venting  themselves, 
I  approached  her  and  said  :  "  Your  dear  hus- 
band is  now  happy  with  the  spirits  of  the  just 
made  perfect  j  to  indulge  in  grief,  therefore, 
would  be  not  only  selfish,  but  would  indicate  a 
repining  spirit.  Our  Heavenly  Father  never 
afflicts  us  needlessly  nor  for  his  own  pleasure ; 
but  he  designs  by  so  doing  to  bring  us  nearer 
to  himself,  and  fit  us  for  more  perfect  happi- 
ness in  another  world  j  and  though  grief  hath 
abounded,  it  is  in  his  power  to  make  consola- 
tions much  more  abound." 
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"  I  know  it,"  she  replied,  in  a  subdued  but 
firm  tone,  ''and  the  truth  of  that  promise  I 
now  realize  j  the  Lord  is  with  me  in  his 
strength — it  is  all  for  the  best — God's  will  be 
done." 

Feeling  that  it  would  perhaps  be  best  to 
leave  her  to  commune  a  while  with  that  Being, 
who  alone  could  give  her  true  comfort,  I 
now  took  my  leave  ;  promising,  as  I  did  so,  to 
request  a  friend  of  hers,  who  lived  near,  to 
come  and  pass  the  night  with  her ;  and  then 
saying  that  I  would  come  with  my  wife  and 
see  them  in  the  morning,  I  left,  with  sincere 
regret  and  sympathy,  this  deeply  afflicted 
family. 
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"  From  vice,  sense,  fancy,  no  man  can  be  blessed ; 
Bliss  is  too  great  to  lodge  within  an  hour ; 
When  an  immortal  being  aims  at  bliss, 
Duration  is  essential  to  the  name. 
Hear  this,  ye  careless,  and  be  wise  in  time ; 
For  who  shall  answer  for  another  hour  1 
Seize  wisdom,  ere  'tis  torment  to  be  wise ; 
That  is,  seize  wisdom  ere  she  seizes  thee. 
"Why  then  persist  1    No  mortal  ever  lived, 
But,  dying,  he  pronounced  (when  words  are  true) 
All  earthly  vanities  were  worse  than  vain. 
Earth,  turning  from  the  sun,  brings  night  to  man; 
Man,  turning  from  his  God,  brings  endless  night." 


PART  II. 

The  sting  of  death  is  sin.    Consider  this,  ye  that  forget  God." 

When  I  returned  home,  I  related  to  my 
wife  the  event  to  which  I  had  just  been  a 
witness.  She  sighed  when  I  concluded,  and 
said:  "It  must  be  a  great  affliction  to  Mrs. 
Leroy,  and  most  sincerely  do  I  sympathize 
with  her ;  yet  her  grief  is  nothing  to  what  it 
would  have  been,  had  her  husband  not  been  as 
well  prepared  as  he  was  for  another  world. 
What  would  notMrs.Langton  give  if  poor  Mrs. 
Wetmore's  soul  were  in  a  state  to  meet  death 
with  half  the  joy  and  serenity  which  Mr.  Le- 
roy manifested!" 

"Have  you  seen  Mrs.  V/etmore  to  dayl" 
I  inquired. 

"  Yes,  I  have  been  there  this  afternoon ; 
and  never  did  I  see  a  person  show  so  much 
unwillingness  to  leave  this  world.  It  really 
made  my  heart  bleed  to  converse  with  her. 
She  has  to-day  learned  for  the  first  time  that 
her  disease  was  considered  at  all  dangerous  j 
3* 
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for  though  her  physicians  have,  you  know,  for 
some  time  entertained  but  little  hope  of  her 
recovery,  yet  her  friends,  with  mistaken  kind- 
ness, have  been  afraid  even  to  hint  to  her  the 
possibility  of  her  sickness  having  a  fatal  ter- 
mination, lest  they  should  aggravate  it  by  so 
doing.  When  it  was  first  told  her,  she  refus- 
ed to  believe  it ;  saying  she  felt  better  than 
she  had  done,  and  she  was  sure  she  should 
soon  get  well.  However,  after  a  short  time 
she  seemed  to  realize  a  little  that  it  might  be 
possible,  if  not  probable,  and  consented,  at  her 
mother's  solicitation,  to  send  a  request  for 
you  to  come  and  converse  with  her,  which  she 
has  always  before  refused  to  do,  saying  that 
she  should  like  to  see  you,  but  she  knew  if 
you  came  you  would  begin  to  talk  with  her 
upon  serious  subjects  just  as  you  used  to,  and 
that  would  only  make  her  feel  low  spirited.  I 
did  not  converse  much  with  her,  for  she  seemed 
averse  to  all  religious  subjects,  and  I  feared 
that  by  attempting  to  reason  with  her,  I  might 
do  more  harm  than  good  ;  but  when  you  visit 
her,  I  trust  that  your  words  will  be  so  effectual, 
through  the  blessing  of  God,  that  while  time 
yet  remains  for  her  she  may  become  wise  unto 
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salvation.  It  is  dreadful  to  think  that  she 
should  enter  into  the  immediate  presence  of 
her  Maker  with  her  present  feelings." 

*'  I  will  converse  and  pray  wath  her  wil- 
lingly," I  replied,  "  and  do  all  in  my  power  to 
bring  her  to  a  knowledge  of  the  truth  as  it  is 
in  Jesus,-  but  unless  it  should  please  the  Lord 
in  his  infinite  mercy  to  give  her  longer  space 
for  preparation,  I  fear  that  all  I  can  do  for  her 
will  be  of  little  avail.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that 
there  cannot  be  such  a  thing  as  a  death-bed 
repentance  which  may  be  effectual  unto  sal- 
vation, for  nothing  is  impossible  with  God  ; 
and  he  that  made  the  soul  can,  if  it  be  his 
pleasure,  fit  it  for  a  happy  eternity  as  well 
in  a  day  as  a  year ; — but  I  think  that  such 
an  event  is  not  only  contrary  to  the  usual 
order  of  his  providence,  but  to  his  revealed 
will  as  expressed  in  the  gospel.  A  person 
who  repents,  and  seeks  to  turn  unto  God  upon 
his  death-bed,  is  generally  actuated  solely  by 
a  wish  to  escape  the  punishment,  which  he  is 
conscious  his  sins  deserve  ;  and  when  the 
motive  is  selfish  and  corrupt,  how  can  the 
action  proceeding  from  it  be  acceptable  in  the 
sight  of  the  Searcher  of  hearts  \     It  is  one  of 
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the  immutable  laws  of  God,  that  whatsoever 
a  man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap  j — like 
causes  must  ever  produce  like  effects ; — and 
he  that  soweth  exclusively  to  the  flesh,  cannot 
of  necessity  reap  from  it  that  enduring  peace 
and  happiness  which  are  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit. 
How  can  a  person,  who,  unmindful  of  the  love 
and  service  he  owes  to  his  Creator  and  Pre- 
server— devotes  his  entire  thoughts  and  atten- 
tion to  the  objects  of  time  and  sense — be  hap- 
py in  a  world  where  these  are  unknown  % 
The  joys  of  heaven  they  are  unfit  to  share ; 
for  these  consist  in  the  knowledge,  love,  and 
adoration  of  God  ;  by  their  course  on  earth 
they  have  shown  that  they  desire  not  these  as 
their  portion  ;  and  since  they  found  no  plea- 
sure in  seeking  after  them  while  here,  how 
could  their  realization  make  them  happy  here- 
after 1" 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  my  wife,  "  that 
people  in  general  have  very  confused  and  in- 
adequate ideas  respecting  heaven  and  hell, 
and  that  many  of  their  errors  proceed  from 
that  cause.  They  look  upon  the  one  as  a 
place  where  they  shall  be  exempt  from  care 
and  suffering,  and  made  happy  in  some  way  or 
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Other,  whether  they  are  fit  to  enjoy  it  or  not. 
The  other  they  view  as  the  abode  of  those  upon 
whom  an  avenging-  Judge  takes  delight  in  in- 
flicting endless  punishment  ;  therefore  they 
think  that  if,  in  their  dying  moments,  they  can 
but  soften  him  by  their  prayers  and  tears,  and 
thus  escape  the  inflictions  of  his  wrath,  all 
w411  be  well  with  them  ; — whereas  the  gospel 
teaches  us  that  the  Lord  hath  no  pleasure  in 
the  death  of  the  wicked  5  and  the  punishment 
of  those  who  refuse  to  obey  him,  and  despise 
his  reproofs,  is  expressly  declared  to  be,  that 
God  will  refuse  any  longer  to  hear  or  bless 
them,  but  will  leave  them  to  eat  the  bitter 
fruit  of  their  own  ways.  They  have  chosen 
their  portion  among  the  good  things  of  this 
w^orld,  regardless  of  that  one,  where  earthly 
and  sensual  enjoyments  are  unknown,  and 
whose  pure  and  spiritual  pleasures  they  are 
as  little  capable  of  sharing,  as  a  blind  man  is 
of  receiving  light  from  the  glorious  beams  of 
the  sun.  To  use  the  idea  of  a  favorite  wri- 
ter, "  sin  essentially  involves  its  own  punish- 
ment." 

"  You  are  quite  right,  my  dear  wife,"  an- 
swered I,   "and  I  entirely  agree  with  what 
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you  have  said ;  but  while  speaking  of  the 
vague  notions  which  most  persons  have  of 
heaven,  you  did  not  mention  one  error,  which 
I  regard  as  very  important,  and  immediately 
springing  from  them.  Many  seem  to  think 
that,  if  they  lead  good  moral  lives,  discharging 
in  general  their  duties  to  their  fellow-beings, 
it  will  be  sufficient  in  the  sight  of  God,  and 
that  happiness  hereafter  will  be  their  reward ; 
whereas,  such  actions  proceeding  from  an  en- 
tirely selfish  motive,  that  of  purchasing  salva- 
tion, as  it  were,  by  their  own  good  deeds, 
must  be  as  odious  in  the  sight  of  God,  as  open 
and  avowed  sin.  The  morality  of  such  per- 
sons is  even  like  the  duty  which  a  servant 
renders  to  his  master  ;  not  because  he  loves 
him,  nor  because  he  takes  pleasure  in  doing 
right,  but  because  he  is  to  be  paid  for  it. 
Does  not  reason  itself,  as  well  as  revelation, 
teach  us  that  love  and  devotion  to  the  Creator 
ought  to  have  pre-eminence  in  our  hearts  over 
that  which  we  owe  to  the  creature,  and  that 
unless  love  and  gratitude  to  Him  form  the 
motives  of  our  actions,  they  must  be  essen- 
tially sinful,  and  therefore  will  estrange  us 
from  God  1     Can  they  expect  to  be  happy  in 
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spending  an  eternity  with  their  Maker  and 
Redeemer,  who  scarcely  think  of  him,  much 
less  take  pleasure  in  holding  communion  with 
him,  here  upon  earth  /" 

"  Your  words  are  but  too  true,"  answered 
my  wife  ;  "  but,  alas  !"  she  continued  with  a 
sigh,  "I  fear  their  truth  excludes  all  hope 
from  poor  Mrs.  Wetmore." 

"  We  will  hope  for  the  best,  Eliza  ;  it  may 
be  that  she  has  been  in  mercy  brought  to  the 
verge  of  the  grave,  that  she  may  be  induced 
to  seek  the  Lord  w^hile  time  yet  remains  for 
her,  and  that  if  she  truly  repent,  the  influence 
of  the  Spirit  will  be  given  from  on  high  to 
purify  her  heart,  making  it  bring  forth  the 
fruits  of  love,  joy,  peace,  and  holiness,  without 
which  no  man  shall  see  the  Lord.  I  will  visit 
her  this  evening,  if  you  think  I  shall  be  able 
to  see  her,  and  do  all  in  my  power  to  bring 
her  to  a  knowledge  of  the  truth,  by  which  I 
trust  she  may  be  rendered  wise  unto  salva- 
tion." 

"  I  should  think  it  would  perhaps  be  better 
to  wait  till  to-morrow  morning,"  answered  my 
wife,  "  as  her  bodily  strength  being  then  some- 
what recruited  by  sleep,  she  will  be  calmer 
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and  more  disposed  to  converse  with  you.  At 
the  same  time  I  can  go  and  see  Mrs.  Leroy, 
where  I  will  remain  until  you  come  for  me." 

To  this  I  assented,  and  the  next  morning, 
soon  after  breakfast,  my  wife  set  out  for  Mrs. 
Leroy's,  accompanied  by  a  servant  carrying  a 
basket  containing  a  variety  of  articles,  which 
she  thought  might  be  useful  to  the  family  ; 
while  I,  taking  a  different  direction,  went  to 
pay  my  visit  to  Mrs.  Wetmore. 

The  house  in  w^iich  this  lady  lived, 
fronted  upon  the  Battery,  and  as  I  came  to 
that  beautiful  promenade,  I  could  not  refrain 
from  pausing  a  moment  to  refresh  myself  by 
looking  upon  the  works  of  God,  after  being  so 
long  surrounded  almost  solely  by  those  of 
man.  It  was  a  delightful  morning  in  March  ; 
a  slight  haze  was  floating  in  the  atmosphere, 
which  softened  the  beams  of  the  sun  without 
impairing  their  w^armth ;  the  trees  were  just 
bursting  into  leaf,  and  filling  the  air  with 
odors,  and  the  few  birds,  which  played  among 
their  branches,  were  pouring  forth  a  joyous 
hymn  of  praise  to  their  Creator.  Before  me 
lay  the  smiling  waters  of  the  bay,  heaving  and 
sparkling  beneath  a  vernal  sun  5  in  the  distance 
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numerous  small  barks  were  gliding  over  the 
waves  like  so  many  sea-gulls,[and  skirting  the 
edge  of  the  horizon  lay  the  blue  shores  of 
Staten  and  Long  Island,  on  which  in  strong 
relief  stood  forth  the  white  walls  of  many  a 
pretty  residence.  I  had  often  gazed  upon  and 
admired  the  scene  before,  yet  it  now  seemed 
to  strike  me  with  the  charm  of  novelty,  and, 
as  I  contemplated  it,  I  said,  to  myself  involun- 
tarily— All  thy  works,  gracious  Father,  speak 
of  thee,  and  declare  thy  goodness  and  power; 
why  is  it,  then,  that  man,  instead  of  viewing 
them  as  tokens  to  remind  him  of  thy  ever- 
present  love,  should  in  his  folly  convert  them 
into  veils  to  hide  thee  from  him  ?  The  book 
of  nature,  if  read  aright,  enforces  and  illus- 
trates that  of  revelation  ;  yet  how  many  who 
admire  the  one,  reject  and  hold  the  other  in 
contempt !  When  will  all,  from  the  least  even 
unto  the  greatest,  learn  that  true  happiness 
can  alone  be  foiuid  in  serving  and  loving  thee  1 
As  these  thoughts  passed  through  my  mind,  I 
resumed  my  walk,  and  soon  stood  before  the 
house  of  Mrs.  Wetmore.  A  servant  opened 
the  door  in  answer  to  my  summons,  and  ush- 
ered me  into  the  drawing-room,  while  he  went 
4. 
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up  to  inform  his  mistress.  Every  thing  in  the 
apartment  bespoke  the  wealth  and  taste  of  its 
owner ;  but  what  chiefly  attracted  my  atten- 
tion was  a  green-house,  adjoining  the  rear  of 
the  building,  containing  a  variety  of  the  rarest 
and  most  beautiful  plants,  many  of  them  in  full 
bloom,  from  which  the  air  stole  through  one 
of  the  partly  opened  casements  laden  with 
perfumes,  surpassing  the  costliest  ever  dis- 
tilled by  art. 

And  did  these  fairest  of  the  handiworks  of 
God,  thought  I,  never  remind  her,  who  watched 
over  and  nurtured  them,  of  that  all-bountiful 
Creator,  whom  she  was  bound  in  duty,  no  less 
than  gratitude,  to  serve  and  adore  1 

The  door  now  opened,  and  Mrs.  Langton, 
the  mother  of  Mrs.  Wetmore,  entered ;  she 
looked  much  altered  since  I  had  last  seen  her, 
for  extreme  anxiety  and  grief  for  her  daughter 
had  stamped  themselves  visibly  upon  her  pale 
and  agitated  countenance.  Mrs.  Langton  was 
nominally,  at  least,  a  Christian  j  that  is,  she 
had  a  passive  belief  of  the  truth  of  the  gospel, 
and  so  far  as  generally  attending  church  on 
the  Sabbath  when  the  weather  was  pleasant, 
and  occasionally  reading  a  chapter  in  the  Bible 
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went,  paid  an  outward  reverence  to  its  ordi- 
nances. Her  natural  disposition  was  gay  and 
amiable,  with  enough  of  vanity  to  make  her 
exceedingly  fond  of  admiration  and  display, 
without  rendering  her  so  selfish  as  to  be  dis- 
agreeable to  those  around  her.  Mrs.  Wet- 
more's  character  very  much  resembled  that  of 
her  mother ;  her  deportment  was  kind  and 
gentle,  but  more  from  natural  impulse,  and  be- 
cause she  had  few  or  no  temptations  to  be  other- 
wise, than  from  any  fixed  principles  of  right 
and  wrong  having  been  implanted  in  her  heart. 
Beautiful,  highly  accomplished,  so  far  at  least 
as  externals  went,  naturally  graceful  and  ele- 
gant in  her  manners,  and  the  mistress  of  all 
that  wealth  could  bestow,  when  she  entered 
into  the  fashionable  world  she  became  the 
object  of  admiration  and  attention  wherever 
she  appeared.  About  a  year  before,  she  had 
been  united  to  a  man  whose  character  was 
in  every  respect  well  adapted  to  her  own,  and 
who  took  delight  in  gratifying  her  slightest 
wishes,  and  procuring  for  her  every  object  of 
luxury  in  his  power  to  obtain.  Thus  sur- 
rounded by  all  this  world  could  give,  she 
found  neither  leisure  nor  inclination  to  cast  a 
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serious  thought  upon  that  to  which  she  was 
hastening ;  consequently  when  Death  drew 
near,  she  was  so  totally  unprepared  for  his 
approach,  that  he  seemed  indeed  to  her  soul 
the  king  of  terrors. 

I  had  been  acquainted  with  her  from  her 
childhood,  and  often  had  I  sought  opportuni- 
ties to  give  her  a  more  realizing  sense  of 
eternal  things,  and  to  detach  her  from  the 
follies  of  the  world,  by  presenting  to  her  view 
something  better,  purer,  and  more  enduring ; 
showing  her  that  the  love  and  service  of  God, 
so  far  from  depriving  her  of  any  real  enjoy- 
ment, would  fill  her  mind  with  a  joy  and 
peace,  which  the  world  could  neither  give  nor 
take  away.  She  would  listen  to  me,  and  per- 
haps assent  to  the  truth  of  what  I  said ;  but, 
alas  !  her  heart  was  too  completely  armed  in 
the  sevenfold  shield  of  fashion  and  frivolity, 
for  my  words  to  produce  upon  her  any  lasting 
impression.  Her  thoughtless  career  continued 
as  I  have  described,  uninterrupted,  till  about  a 
fortnight  before  the  time  of  which  I  speak, 
when,  having  attended  a  large  and  magnifi- 
cent party  at  the  house  of  a  friend,  the  sudden 
chill   she   experienced   in  passing   from   the 
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heated  rooms  into  the  open  air,  brought  on  an 
attack  upon  her  lungs,  which  was  fast  hurry- 
ing her  to  her  grave.  As  soon  as  Mrs.  Lang- 
ton  was  made  sensible  of  her  daughter's  dan- 
ger, she  had  hinted  to  her  whether  it  would 
not  be  well  for  them  to  request  me  to  come 
and  see  her ;  but  Mrs.  Wetmore  refused,  till 
finding  it  was  more  than  probable  she  might 
never  recover,  she,  as  I  have  before  mentioned, 
consented,  hoping  perhaps  that  I  should  be 
able  to  alleviate  the  extreme  apprehension 
and  anxiety  she  felt  at  the  idea  of  dying. 

Mrs.  Langton  greeted  me  with  even  more 
than  her  usual  kindness,  and  in  answer  to  my 
inquiries  about  her  daughter,  said,  while  the 
tears  started  to  her  eyes,  "  I  fear  she  will 
never  be  any  better,  Mr.  M. ;  Dr.  B.  does  not 
give  us  any  encouragement  respecting  her ; 
but  still  the  idea  of  parting  with  her  is  so  ter- 
rible, that  I  cannot  entirely  give  up  the  hope 
that  she  may  yet  recover.  Oh !  if  I  should 
lose  Helen,  there  would  be  nothing  left  to  me 
worth  living  for." 

Here  her  voice  faltered  so  much  that  she 
was  obliged  to  pause,  but  after  struggling  a 
moment  with  her  feelings,  she  resumed  : 
4* 
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"  I  suppose  Mrs.  M.  has  told  you  of  the  fear 
and  aversion  she  manifests  at  the  idea  of 
death  ; — I  cannot  imagine  why  she  should  en- 
tertain such  feelings — she,  that  has  always 
been  so  good  and  so  amiable.  It  grieves  me 
to  the  heart  to  hear  her  talk  sometimes. 
*  Mother,  dear  mother,'  she  said  to  me  this 
morning,  '  I  do  not  want  to  leave  you  and  my 
husband  ;  and,  besides,  the  idea  of  death  and 
going  to  another  world  is  dreadful.  Oh,  why 
can  I  not  stay  with  you  a  little  longer !'  Do 
try,  when  you  see  her,  Mr.  M.,  to  sooth  and 
tranquillize  her  mind  ;  I  think  I  should  not 
feel  half  so  much  sorrow,  if  she  did  not  seem 
60  restless  and  agitated." 

"I will  do  all  in  my  power,  Mrs. Langton," 
answered  I,  "  to  give  peace  to  your  daugh- 
ter's mind,  and  to  induce  her  to  rest  her  soul 
in  faith  upon  that  Saviour,  who  alone  hath 
power  to  cheer  and  illumine  the  dark  valley 
of  the  shadow  of  death." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,"  she  replied;  "  I 
trust  you  will  succeed;  and  if  you  can  calm  her 
mind,  it  may  facilitate  her  recovery  ;  at  least  I 
will  hope  so :  and  now,"  she  continued,  rising, 
"  we  will,  if  you  please,  go  up  and  see  her." 
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I  assented,  and  she  led  the  way  to  her 
daughter's  apartment ;  but  as  we  were  about 
to  enter,  she  stopped,  and  whispered: 

"  Do  not  say  any  thing,  if  you  can  avoid  it, 
to  make  Helen  feel  gloomy,  Mr.  M.,  for  if  you 
should,  I  am  afraid  it  would  aggravate  her 
disease." 

I  sighed,  for  her  words  made  me  feel, 
more  deeply  than  ever,  how  utterly  ineffectual 
my  visit  would  probably  be  ;  since,  unless  I 
was  permitted  to  awaken  the  soul  of  her  daugh- 
ter to  a  sense  of  its  real  condition,  even  at  the 
risk  of  giving  her  pain  for  the  time,  how  could 
I  hope  to  render  her  any  permanent  benefit  % 
But  there  was  no  time  to  reply,  for  while  she 
spoke  the  door  opened,  and  I  saw  before  me 
the  restless  and  unhappy,  yet  in  the  opinion  of 
the  world,  most  highly  fortunate  object  of  my 
thoughts. 

Reclining  upon  a  splendid  couch,  beneath 
a  canopy  of  blue  silk  damask,  lay  Mrs.  Wet- 
more  ;  her  head  was  covered  with  a  cap  of  the 
most  delicate  and  costly  materials,  the  deep 
border  of  which  partly  shaded  her  counte- 
nance. A  few  glossy  curls  strayed  from  be- 
neath its  edge,  and  were  prevented  from  ob- 
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scuring  the  almost  starry  brilliance  of  her  eyes 
by  a  silken  bandeau  ;  but  what  a  contrast  did 
the  agitated  and  almost  impatient  expression 
of  those  eyes  present  to  that  serene  joy,  which 
beamed  in  those  of  the  sick  man  I  had  seen 
the  day  before  !  The  love  and  humble  con- 
fidence which  cheered  and  sustained  his  soul, 
even  while  parting  from  all  he  held  most  dear 
on  earth,  belonged  not  to  her  j  she  had  ne- 
glected and  forgotten  her  Maker  in  the  day  of 
prosperity,  and  placed  her  happiness  solely  in 
those  gifts  he  had  bestowed  upon  her  to  draw 
her  towards  him  by  the  cords  of  gratitude 
and  love  j  and  now  that  those  were  about  to 
be  taken  away  for  ever,  her  mind,  enfeebled 
by  disease,  was  unable  and  unwilling  to  turn 
to  God  for  comfort.  She  had  never  reflected 
upon  eternity,  nor  sought  to  lay  up  treasure 
for  another  world  ;  consequently,  as  she  drew 
near  to  its  verge,  the  prospect  before  her  was 
so  utterly  dark  and  cheerless,  that  she  shrunk 
from  it  appalled,  and  vainly  sought  refuge  in 
the  hope  that  she  might  yet  be  restored  to 
health. 

Mrs.  Wetmore's  eyes  were  turned  towards 
the  door  when  we  entered,  and  as  I  approach- 
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ed  her  she  faintly  smiled,  and  said,  "  I  am  not 
quite  so  well  as  I  was  when  I  saw  you  last, 
Mr.  M.,  and  the  doctor  seems  unwilling  to 
give  me  any  encouragement,  when  I  tell  him 
1  think  I  shall  soon  be  better.  It  is  said  that 
in  the  multitude  of  counsellors  there  is  safety, 
so  now  I  must  have  your  opinion  as  to  whe- 
ther I  look  very  sick." 

"  You  do  not  certainly  look  as  well  as  I 
could  wish  to  see  you,  Mrs.  Wetmore,"  an- 
swered I,  "but  sickness  is  sometimes  a  great- 
er blessing  to  our  souls  than  health,  since  its 
tendency,  when  viewed  aright,  is  to  awaken  us 
to  a  sense  of  the  submission  and  reverence 
we  owe  to  the  Supreme  Being." 

She  assented,  though  with  the  air  of  one, 
who  did  so  from  politeness  rather  than  con- 
viction ;  and  pursuing  the  subject,  I  endeavor- 
ed, though  with  as  much  gentleness  as  pos- 
sible, to  show  to  her  that  every  thing  in  this 
life  should  be  rendered  subservient  to  the 
great  end  of  our  being — the  preparing  of  our 
souls,  by  love  and  service  to  our  Creator  here, 
to  pass  an  eternity  with  him  hereafter.  That 
the  only  sure  ground  of  our  hopes  of  future 
happiness  was  repentance    and   faith   in  the 
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mercy  of  God,  as  manifested  in  the  person  of 
our  blessed  Redeemer  ;  and  that  whosoever 
came  to  him  in  that  spirit,  he  would  abundant- 
ly pardon,  and  so  purify  their  hearts  that  they 
should  be  enabled  to  bring  forth  fruits  meet 
for  salvation.  She  said  but  little  in  answer 
to  what  I  urged,  and  I  was  beginning  to  hope 
that  the  truth  might  be  working  its  own  way 
to  her  heart,  when  a  friend  of  hers  being  an- 
nounced, I  took  my  leave,  promising  at  the 
request  of  Mrs.  Langton  to  call  again  in  the 
afternoon. 

Remembering  my  promise  to  my  wife  to 
meet  her  at  Mrs.  Leroy's,  I  proceeded  there 
immediately  after  leaving  Mrs.  Wetmore's  ; 
and  truly  it  was  a  relief  to  enter  that  humble 
abode  ;  for  though  sorrow  was  there,  yet  I 
knew  I  should  likewise  meet  that  contentment 
and  resignation,  which  religion  alone  can 
give.  Mrs.  Leroy  had  indeed  been  smitten 
of  God  and  afflicted,  but  though  bowed  down 
by  the  stroke,  she  did  not  mourn  with  the  pas- 
sionate excess  of  one  without  hope.  That 
God,  who  hath  promised  never  to  break  the 
bruised  reed,  forsook  her  not  in  the  hour  of 
anguish,  but  filled  her  heart  with  a  strength 
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and  peace,  to  which  those  who  live  merely  in 
and  for  the  elements  of  this  world  are  strang- 
ers. She  shed  not  a  tear,  neither  did  she 
utter  a  word  of  complaint,  but  with  calmness 
performed  those  duties  which  she  felt  to  be 
necessary.  There  was  about  her  an  air  of 
meek,  yet  saddened  dignity,  which  would  have 
struck  with  awe  and  pity  even  an  indifferent 
person,  and  which  would  have  surprised  me, 
had  I  not  seen  before  the  effects  of  faith 
and  prayer  under  similar  circumstances  of  af- 
fliction. After  spending  about  an  hour  with 
the  family,  I  returned  home  with  my  wife,  and 
in  the  afternoon  proceeded  again  to  Mrs.  Wet- 
more's. 

The  first  glance  I  took  at  the  countenance 
of  this  lady  when  I  entered  her  room  sufficed 
to  assure  me  that  she  was  not  only  much 
worse,  but  that  she  had  not  probably  many 
hours  longer  to  continue  on  earth.  Of  this 
she  and  her  friends  seemed  to  be  fully  aware, 
and  never  can  I  forget  the  wild  and  feverish 
anxiety  depicted  in  her  countenance,  nor  the 
deep  grief,  almost  amounting  to  agony,  which 
was  visible  in  theirs.  What  now  availed  to 
them  all  the  luxuries  by  which  they  were  sur- 
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rounded  1  They  would  have  counted  them  as 
less  than  the  dust  upon  their  garments,  and 
have  cast  them  away  as  willingly,  could  they  by 
so  doing  have  purchased  her  restoration  to 
health  and  strength.  By  her  side  stood  her 
husband,  the  tears  slowly  but  silently  forcing 
themselves  down  his  pale  cheeks,  while  he 
gazed  upon  his  dying  wife ;  and  at  her  feet, 
kneeled  her  mother,  sobbing  at  times  with 
almost  hysterical  vehemence. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  M.,"  said  Mrs.  Wetmore,  as  soon 
as  she  saw  me,  "can  you  do  nothing  to  save 
me  1  must  I  die  now  in  my  youth,  while  life 
is  still  so  full  of  charms  1  Why,  0  why,  can 
I  not  stay  a  little  longer  1" 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Wetmore,"  answered  I, 
"why  do  you  still  cling  to  life  so  fondly, 
since  you  are  sensible  it  is  the  will  of  God 
you  must  soon  depart  ]  Turn,  I  entreat  you, 
unto  him,  while  there  is  yet  time,  and  implore 
his  forgiveness  and  mercy  for  the  sake  of  our 
blessed  Redeemer.  Do  so  before  it  is  too  late, 
and  it  may  be  that  in  his  infinite  mercy  he 
will  see  fit  so  to  renew  your  heart  as  to  pre- 
pare you  to  partake  of  the  joys  of  heaven." 

"  Joys,"  repeated  Mrs.  Wetmore,  with  an 
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expression  that  chilled  me  to  the  heart,  "  what 
joy  can  there  be  for  me  hereafter,  when  all 
that  I  love  I  leave  behind  on  earth  1" 

"  My  beloved  child,"  exclaimed  her  mother, 
"why  will  you  distract  yourself  thusl  It  is 
our  lot  to  bear  the  agony  of  parting  with  you; 
but  surely  nothing  but  bliss  awaits  one  so 
amiable  and  innocent,  in  that  world  where  all 
good  and  lovely  beings  like  yourself  shall  meet 
and  dwell  for  ever." 

"  Mother,"  said  the  dying  woman,  "  tell 
me  in  what  does  happiness  hereafter  consist, 
for  to  me  all  looks  cold  and  cheerless  beyond 
the  tomb !" 

"  This  is  almost  too  much  to  bear,"  said 
her  husband,  in  the  low,  suppressed  tone 
of  bitter  grief.  "  My  wife,  my  dear  wife,"  he 
continued,  throwing  his  arms  around  her, 
"  must  we,  can  we  part  %  Oh !  would  that 
we  might  die  together,  or  that  I  could  only 
purchase  your  life  with  mine  !" 

"  You  cannot  save  me,  my  husband,"  she 
answered,  while  a  slight  convulsion  passed 
over  her  face,  and  her  voice  grew  feeble  and 
broken.  "  I  am  going — where  are  you,  dear- 
est ] — clasp  me  yet  tighter,  for  night  is  coming 
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on  SO  fast  that  I  cannot  see  you — Oh !  the 
unutterable  darkness  of  death  and  the  grave — • 
surely  the  anguish  I  now  feel  must  be  a  fore- 
taste  '' 

The  words  expired  on  her  quivering  lips ; 
a  convulsive  shuddering  thrilled  through  her 
frame — and  the  work  of  death  was  done. 

I  cannot  attempt  to  describe  the  scene  of 
ungovernable  sorrow,  which  followed.  Sulfice 
it  to  say  that,  after  much  diliiculty,  the  ser- 
vants and  myself  succeeded  in  forcing  Mrs. 
Langton  and  Mr.  AVetmore  from  the  cold  re- 
mains of  her  they  had  so  passionately  loved, 
and  after  remaining  as  long  as  I  could  be  of 
any  service,  I  left  them,  thinking  it  best  not 
to  make  any  further  attempts  at  consolation 
till  the  lirst  ungoverned  bursts  of  grief  should 
have  subsided. 

Heavenly  Father,  thought  I,  as  I  left  the 
house,  surely  never  was  more  amply  fulfilled 
the  truth  of  those  au-ful  words  :  "  He  that 
soweth  the  wind  shall  reap  the  whirlwind." 


Foot  7eth  Street.  E.  R- 
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'  Come  unto  me,  ye  who  are  heavy  laden,' 

Come  unto  me,  5'^e  who  are  sore  oppress'd; 
The  white-hair'd  sire,  the  young  and  tender  maiden ; 
'  Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest.' 

Ye  who  have  seen  the  clouds  of  tempest  cover 
All  that  the  earth  had  promised  fair  and  bright; 

Ye  who  have  seen  death's  pinions  darkly  hover, 
Cluenching  the  life  that  was  a  joy  and  light ; 

Come  unto  me,  though  shadows  round  you  gather, 

Though  the  sad  heart  is  weary  and  distress'd: 
Then  ask  for  comfort  from  a  Heavenly  Father — 
'  Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest.'  " 
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A  SHORT  time  after  the  events  I  have  been 
narrating,  I  was  agreeably  surprised  one  Sab- 
bath afternoon  by  observing  Mr.  Wetmore 
among  the  number  of  my  hearers  ;  though  so 
much  was  his  whole  appearance  changed,  that 
I  could  hardly  believe  it  was  the  same  per- 
son whom  I  had  formerly  known  so  gay  and 
thoughtless.  He  had  never  been  in  the  habit 
of  attending  my  church,  nor  indeed  of  paying 
much  regard  to  divine  worship  in  any  place  j 
I  was  therefore  the  more  gratified,  especially 
as  the  attention  he  paid  to  the  services  seemed 
heartfelt  rather  than  formal.  As  I  came  down 
from  the  pulpit,  I  endeavored  to  get  an  oppor- 
tunity of  speaking  to  him,  but  he  was  too 
quickly  lost  among  the  crowd  to  admit  of  my 
doing  so;  however,  at  my  lecture  in  the  eve- 
ning, perceiving  that  he  again  attended,  I  re- 
solved to  make  another  effort ;  and  this  time 
he  did  not  as  before  seem  to  avoid  me,  but  on 
the  contrary  waited  till  I  drew  near  to  him, 
and  then  accosting  me  in  a  low  tone,  inquired, 
5* 


54  THE    TRITE    SOURCE    OF    HAPPINESS. 

after  some  hesitation,  whether  I  should  be  at 
home  the  next  evening.  I  answered  in  the 
affirmative,  and  gave  him  a  cordial  invitation 
to  come  and  pass  it  at  my  house.  He  thanked 
me  j  said  he  would  certainly  come  ;  and  then 
bowing,  bade  me  good  night,  and  hastened 
away.  I  was  struck  by  his  manner,  for  it  was 
that  of  a  man,  \vhose  spirit,  broken  down  by 
grief  and  sated  with  the  vanities  of  the  world, 
was  seeking  for  relief,  though  scarce  knowing 
where  to  find  the  peace  it  craved ;  and  I  re- 
joiced in  the  hope  that  the  unhappy  death  of 
his  wife  might  teach  him  to  look  for  it,  where 
alone  it  could  be  found. 

He  came  the  following  evening  as  he  had 
promised.  I  received  him  in  my  study,  for  I 
felt  that  if  I  was  right  in  conjecturing  the  ob- 
ject of  his  visit,  it  would  be  better  answered 
by  seeing  me  alone,  than  in  the  presence  of 
any  one.  I  was  not  mistaken.  After  the 
first  greetings  had  passed — 

"  Mr.  M.,"  said  he,  "  I  am  sick  to  the  very 
soul  of  all  that  used  once  to  give  me  de- 
light. Outward  things  have  lost  their  power 
to  charm,  and  yet  I  can  find  no  source  of 
comfort  within  ;   my  heart  revolts  from  the 
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idea  of  ever  again  seeking  amusement  amid 
those  gay  scenes  which  I  formerly  frequented. 
She,  who  gave  them  their  chief  attraction  by 
sharing  them  with  me,  is  gone  for  ever,  and 
her  death  has  left  a  blank  in  my  soul,  which 
nothing  can  fill.  I  have  tried  reading,  bat  I 
cannot  find  a  book  which  has  power,  for  more 
than  a  moment,  to  prevent  my  mind  from 
preying  upon  itself.  I  should  once,  perhaps, 
have  felt  too  proud  thus  to  have  opened  my 
thoughts  and  feelings  to  any  one,  but  grief 
humbles  the  strongest,  and  from  your  words 
yesterday,  I  am  not  without  some  hope  that 
there  may  be  in  religion  that  comfort,  which 
I  have  vainly  sought  in  every  thing  else. 
When  in  your  sermon  last  evening  you  spoke 
of  the  folly  of  seeking  support  in  the  hour  of 
trial  from  earthly  things,  my  wearied,  aching 
heart  made  but  too  bitter  a  response  to  the 
truth  of  your  words.  But  you  likewise  spoke 
of  a  rest  and  peace,  which  the  gospel  pro- 
mised to  all  those  who  sought  it  of  the  Lord ; 
and  when  you  bade  all  who  labored  and  were 
heavy  laden  to  seek  it  there,  it  seemed  as 
though  I  had  at  last  found  what  I  needed — 
something  which  would  not  mock  me  with  a 
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promise  of  comfort  and  then  vanish  away 
when  I  attempted  to  grasp  it.  Tell  me  then 
the  way  in  which  1  may  be  enabled  to  realize 
these  blessed  promises ;  or  is  it  only  for  the 
followers  of  Christ  that  they  are  designed,  and 
must  I,  a  sinner,  who  have  hitherto  disre- 
garded him,  have  no  share  in  them  V 

"  They  are  designed  for  all,"  answered  I, 
"  who,  feeling  their  need  of  Christ,  come  to 
him  with  humility  of  heart  j  but  in  order  to 
comprehend  and  appropriate  them  in  their 
full  extent,  you  must  first  consider  for  what 
it  is  that  you  have  been  afflicted,  since  the 
same  Being  who  has  caused  you  pain,  is  the 
one  to  whom  you  must  look  for  consolation. 
God  never  afflicts  his  creatures  for  his  own 
pleasure ;  but  when  he  does  so,  he  designs 
that  they  should  be  made  thereby  to  feel  their 
own  nothingness  and  dependence  upon  him 
for  all  they  have,  and  all  they  are.  When 
this  feeling  is  once  awakened  in  the  soul,  it 
naturally  turns  to  God  for  consolation  in  its 
distress,  and  its  prayer  will  be  accepted,  since 
it  may  be  considered  as  the  first  awakening 
of  the  soul  to  that  new  life  without  which  no 
man  can  see  the  Lord." 


THE    TRUE    SOURCE    OF    HAPPINESS.  57 

"  Ah,  there  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Wetmore,  with 
a  sigh ;  "  that  new  life  which  you  speak  of,  I 
have  not  yet  begun  to  live,  and  even  though 
I  should  ardently  desire  to  do  so,  how  can  I 
be  sure  that  I  am  actuated  by  right  motives  1 
And  if  my  motives  are  not  correct,  if  I  am  in- 
duced to  seek  for  religion  by  self-love,  or  by 
the  mere  hope  of  being  rewarded  for  my  ef- 
forts, how  can  I  hope  to  become  a  Christian  % 
Surely  then  I  must  wait  and  examine  myself 
more  thoroughly  before  I  can  even  enter  upon 
the  Christian  course,  or  hope  to  share  in  those 
blessings  which  God  hath  promised  to  those 
who  love  him." 

"  There  are  many,"  answered  I,  "who  en- 
tertain the  same  ideas  upon  this  subject  as 
yourself;  but  to  show  you  the  fallacy  of  such 
reasoning,  I  need  only  to  examine  it  in  the 
light  of  the  gospel.  When  we  speak  of  reli- 
gion, and  of  the  peace  and  happiness  to  be  de- 
rived from  it,  let  us  fully  consider  what  we 
mean  by  the  terms.  True  religion  consists 
in  a  holy  love  to  God,  and  when  felt  never 
fails  to  bring  forth  the  appropriate  fruits  of 
heavenly-mindedness,  peace  and  love  to  our 
fellow-creatures,  as  being  equally  with  our- 
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selves  the  children  of  one  common  Father. 
When  the  soul  begins  thus  to  fix  its  affections 
upon  the  unseen  things  of  eternity,  it  gradu- 
ally imbibes  a  nobler  life,  which  elevates  it 
above  the  wasting  cares  and  sorrows  of  this 
world,  and  makes  it  view  them  in  their  true 
light, — as  being  designed  to  purify  it,  and 
thereby  fit  it  to  enjoy  true  happiness  both  here 
and  hereafter  j  for  the  heaven  of  an  immortal 
spirit  is  its  own  blessed  purity,  in  which  alone 
it  can  see  and  enjoy  God,  and  in  which  it  will 
be  like  God  for  ever.  Now  how  can  such  a  re- 
ligion, being  what  the  Bible  teaches  us  it  is, 
be  desired  from  wrong  motives  V 

I  paused,  but  Mr.  Wetmore  made  no  reply, 
and  after  waiting  a  moment  I  continued : 
"  When,  therefore,  a  person  has  his  attention 
roused  to  the  subject  of  religion,  he  should 
beware  of  losing  himself  in  a  dark  and  uncer- 
tain self-questioning  as  to  the  correctness  of 
the  motives  which  induce  him  to  wish  to  be- 
come religious ;  as  by  thus  hesitating  to  fol- 
low the  guidance  of  the  Spirit  of  holiness,  we 
confuse  our  minds,  harden  our  hearts,  and  run 
the  risk  of  losing  heaven  and  the  salvation  of 
our  souls.     The  proper  question  to  be  asked 
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is,  Do  I  really  want  religion,  and  not  some 
figment  of  the  imagination  X  Do  I  want  the 
self-denying  religion  of  Jesus,  or  only  some 
fanciful  theory  1  And  if  we  can  say  that  all  we 
wish  for  is  the  religion  of  Christ,  and  that 
therein  is  contained  all  that  our  spirits  seek, 
we  have  only  to  follow  the  guidance  of  that 
Spirit,  which  is  parent  of  the  desire." 

"  It  is  certain,"  answered  Mr.  Wetmore, 
after  a  moment's  silence,  "  that  I  do  wish  to 
live  a  different  life  from  what  I  have  hitherto 
done  ;  that  1  do  thirst  for  something  purer, 
holier,  more  soul-satisfying  than  the  enjoy- 
ments of  this  world.  But  though  convinced 
that  my  past  course  has  been  one  of  error,  I 
do  not,  I  fear,  yet  feel  sufficient  repentance 
for  it,  to  enter  into  the  service  of  Christ,  until 
my  convictions  become  more  deep  and 
thorough." 

My  dear  Mr.  Wetmore,"  answered,  I, 
"  allow  me,  as  a  sincere  friend  to  your  pres- 
ent and  future  welfare,  to  examine  this  subject 
thoroughly  according  to  the  guide  which  God 
has  given  us  in  his  revealed  word,  and  if  while 
so  doing  I  should  cause  you  pain,  believe  me 
it  will  not  be  because  I  wish  to  wound  your 
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feelings,  but  from  a  desire  to  save  you  from 
anguish  hereafter.  You  say  that  you  know 
you  are  and  have  been  a  sinner,  but  that  you 
are  not  yet  sufficiently  prepared  to  come  to 
Christ.  The  Bible  does  not  tell  us  that  we 
must  wait  for  deeper  convictions  of  sin  before 
we  can  perform  our  duties,  but  it  urges,  nay, 
commands  us  to  enter  upon  those  duties  forth- 
with. The  Bible  treats  sin  as  a  great  and 
awful  fact,  written  in  all  the  miseries  of  our 
race,  and  in  all  the  curses  resting  upon  our 
world ;  and  what  it  requires  of  us  is,  that  we 
see  and  confess  this  fact  to  be  true.  It  is  one 
which  concerns  ourselves ;  we  are  the  sinners. 
We  have  broken,  violated,  and  never  obeyed 
the  law,  which  is  written  upon  our  hearts  as 
well  as  in  the  book  of  revelation.  This  the 
Bible  expects  we  shall  see,  not  merely  because 
it  declares  that  no  man  liveth  and  sinneth  not, 
but  because  it  is  a  fact,  plain  to  each  and  to 
every  one  that  knows  the  law  of  perfect  right- 
eousness, and  sees  his  own  want  of  conform- 
ity to  it.  A  conviction  of  this  as  a  fact,  a 
great  stupendous  fact,  the  Bible  throughout 
supposes.  The  whole  of  its  messages  of  love 
are  based  upon  it.    All  its  announcements  of 
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mercy  contain  in  their  very  terms  the  admis- 
sion of  it ;  and  every  step  taken  in  the  plan  of 
reconciliation  is  but  the  reiterated  enforce- 
ment of  it.  Now,  then,  if  you  are  convinced 
of  the  plain,  simple,  intelligible  but  dreadful 
fact  that  you  are,  and  always  have  been  doing 
wrong ;  that  you  have  abused  mercy,  and 
slighted  love,  and  lived  without  the  fear  of 
God ;  let  me  pray  you,  by  the  worth  of  your 
soul,  not  to  resist  that  Spirit,  which  is  opening 
truth  before  you,  and  that  presses  upon  you 
the  necessity  of  resorting  at  once  to  Christ, 
by  demanding  more  light  under  the  name  of 
conviction.  Oh  do  not  stand  and  wait,  saying, 
I  cannot  go  now ;  I  must  first  see  more  clear- 
ly. Consider  the  aw^ful  fact ;  your  heart  is 
sinful,  and  while  it  pauses  and  hesitates,  it  is 
but  acting  out  the  sin  of  unbelief.  It  will  not 
follow  the  light  that  calls  it  to  Christ.  Do 
not  pause  on  such  enchanted  ground,  where 
the  adversary  of  souls  may  cover  you  with 
his  net,  and  you  be  irretrievably  lost.  If  you 
know  yourself  to  be  a  sinner,  and  in  this  state 
of  condemnation,  why  wait  another  moment  % 
Fly  at  once  to  him,  without  whose  grace  there 
is  no  remission  of  sin,  and  while  acknowledg- 
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ing  your  past  transgressions,  and  imploring 
their  forgiveness,  pray  for  strength  whereby 
you  may  henceforth  be  enabled  to  live  a  life 
of  faith  and  love." 

"You  have  said  enough,  you  have 'said 
enough,"  interrupted  Mr.  Wetmore,  "  to  con- 
vince me  of  the  madness  of  hesitating  longer 
about  entering  upon  the  Christian  course. 
May  His  name  be  praised  for  directing  me  to 
you  before  it  was  too  late  ;  and  0  !  would  that 
my  dear  Helen  "  He  paused,  and  cov- 
ered his  face  with  his  hands,  for  the  recollec- 
tion of  his  wife  filled  him  with  an  anguish, 
which  for  a  moment  it  was  beyond  his  power 
to  control. 

Surely,  thought  I — as  I  contemplated  this 
burst  of  grief,  without  daring  even  to  attempt 
to  mitigate  it — surely  the  consequences  of  sin 
as  well  as  of  righteousness  are  not  visited 
upon  ourselves  alone,  but  upon  all  those  who 
are  nearest  and  dearest  to  our  hearts. 

As  soon  as  his  emotion  had  a  little  subsi- 
ded, I  continued : 

"  We  should  remember,  however,  that  our 
hearts  having  always  been  sinful,  both  in  their 
inward  motives  as  well  as  outward  actions — 
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our  state  having-  been  one  of  utter  alienation 
from  that  righteousness  and  that  purity,  which 
the  law  of  God  and  our  own  conscience  re- 
quires— we  can  have  no  hope  of  deliverance 
from  within  ourselves.  We  may  not  expect 
to  purchase  salvation  as  the  reward  of  our 
own  works  of  righteousness  ;  for  how  can  the 
most  perfect  obedience  in  our  power  to  ren- 
der, atone  for  past  transgressions  of  a  law 
which  is  infinite  1  We  must  therefore  throw 
ourselves  at  once,  and  without  reserve,  upon 
the  mercy  of  God  as  manifested  in  our 
Saviour ;  so  shall  our  hearts  be  regenerated 
through  the  influence  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  and 
be  redeemed  from  the  bondage  of  sin  and  death 
by  that  infinitely  precious  Eedeemer,  who 
willingly  suffered  in  the  flesh  that  we  through 
him  might  have  eternal  life.  Keep  the  per- 
fect and  altogether  lovely  character  of  Christ 
before  your  eyes ;  let  his  bright  image  shine 
in  upon  the  desolate  and  darkened  chambers 
of  your  soul ;  so  shall  peace  and  comfort  be 
ministered  unto  you,  and  you  shall  exchange 
the  spirit  of  heaviness  for  the  garment  of 
praise." 

"  Can  this,  shall  this  be  V  said  Mr.  Wet- 
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more,  in  the  half-suppressed  tone  of  one  who 
was  communing  with  his  own  thoughts ; 
"then  have  I  not  suffered  in  vain.  Yes,  light 
seems  to  break  in  upon  my  soul;  henceforth 
I  have  something  to  live  for — something  for 
which  it  will  be  a  high  and  glorious  privilege 
to  live.  In  the  strength  of  God  1  shall  stand 
disenthralled,  and  though  the  ties  of  earth  are 
severed,  I  shall  not  again  be  wholly  desolate." 
Then  rising  and  grasping  my  hand,  he  con- 
tinued :  "  You  have  shown  me  what  I  needed 
in  order  to  enjoy  either  peace  or  happiness, 
Mr.  M. ;  if  it  will  not  trespass  too  much  upon 
your  time,  I  would  like  to  converse  with  you 
further  to-morrow ;  but  at  present  I  will  leave 
you,  for  I  wish  to  be  alone  with  my  own  re- 
flections. Tell  me  first,  however,  what  book 
you  would  recommend  to  me  as  a  guide  and 
assistant  to  my  thoughts  and  prayers  1" 

"  I  know  of  but  one,"  answered  I,  "  which 
in  your  state  of  mind  would  be  of  any  material 
service  to  you,  and  that  is  the  revealed  word 
of  God.  Read  it,  study  it,  pray  for  light  from 
above  to  give  you  a  realizing  knowledge  of  its 
truths,  and  God  will  fill  your  heart  with  a 
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peace  and  joy,  which  this  world  can  neither 
give  nor  take  away." 

I  then  told  him  I  should  be  happy  to  see 
him  the  next  evening,  or  at  any  time  that 
should  be  most  agreeable  to  him;  and  after 
thanking  me  and  promising  to  come,  he  left 
me. 

He  had  several  conversations  with  me 
after  this,  and  in  each  was  I  made  the  instru- 
ment of  imbuing  his  mind  with  more  clear 
and  satisfying  views  of  the  truth  and  excel- 
lence of  the  gospel. 

It  was  not  long  before  an  entire  change 
seemed  to  be  wrought  in  his  whole  character. 
That  faith  which  worketh  by  love,  had  remov- 
ed from  his  soul  the  rankling  sting  of  sorrow, 
and  such  convincing  evidence  did  he  give  of 
having  been  grafted  into  the  true  vine,  that  at 
his  earnest  request  he  was  admitted  into  the 
visible  church  of  Christ  on  earth.  P. 
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POETRY 


THE  DYING  CHILD. 

Mother !  dear  mother !  I  joy  to  see 
Thine  eye  as  it  tenderly  turns  on  me ; 
And  I  watch  it,  as  silently  it  tells 
Of  the  fervent  love  that  thy  bosom  swells. 

And  thy  tones,  as  they  fall  on  my  infant  ear, 
Sound  like  music  from  some  celestial  sphere: 
Can  alight  that  is  sweeter  be  found  above, 


Dear  mother!  I  love  to  breathe  with  thee 
The  air,  as  it  wanders  wild  and  free, 
And  plays  with  the  locks  of  that  soft  brown  hair, 
Which  cluster  around  thy  forehead  fair. 

My  spirit  leaps  forth  with  a  joyous  bound, 
As  1  look  on  the  flowery  earth  around; 
O  mother  !  a  beautiful  world  is  this, 
Yet  I  pant  for  a  higher  and  purer  bliss. 

Where  the  skies  are  glowing  serene  and  clear, 
A  voice  from  their  far  blue  depths  I  hear: 
'  Come  away,  fair  child,  from  that  world  of  care, 
For  sorrow  and  sin  beset  thee  there.' 
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And  oft  in  the  silent  hours  of  night, 
When  ray  senses  are  lock'd  in  slumber,  bright 
And  radiant  forms  around  me  stand, 
Pointing  the  way  to  that  better  land. 

And  there  on  a  glorious  throne  I  see 
The  Saviour  who  gave  his  life  for  me : 
And  he  bends  down  a  look  of  love  below, 
And  beckons  me  upward ; — O  let  me  go, 

Dear  mother,  and  bow  before  his  feet : 
Hark  !  Hear  ye  those  accents  so  soft  and  sweet"? 
'  Come  up  to  the  skies,  gentle  child,  and  see 
The  treasures  of  love  which  are  kept  for  thee.' 

I  come,  I  come,  said  the  infant  one, 

I  joy  that  my  earthly  race  is  run ; 

Weep  not,  bless'd  mother  !  I  go  before. 

Thou  wilt  meet  me  there  when  life's  toils  are  o'er." 

And,  upheld  by  an  angel,  soar'd  the  child 

To  the  mansions  prepared  for  the  undefiled ; — 

Our  departed  one  is  a  seraph  now, 

With  no  trace  of  earth  on  her  beaming  brow. 

Joy  !  joy,  sweet  babe !  that  thy  task  is  done, 
That  the  bliss  of  the  skies  is  so  early  won ; 
That  though  we  are  toiling  in  sadness  here. 
No  cloud  ever  darkens  thy  blissful  sphere. 

The  flowers  which  around  our  lov'd  one  bloom, 
Are  not  gather'd  to  strew  o'er  beauty's  tomb ; 
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But  the  bliss  which  surrounds  thee  above  the  sky- 
Shall  partake  of  thy  own  eternity. 

Shall  we  weep  that  those  we  love,  so  soon 
Are  call'd  to  receive  their  blessed  boon  '? 
O  no  !  but  we  joy  that  to  them  'tis  given 
To  exchange  dull  earth  for  a  throne  in  heaven.* 
F.  W.  Hall. 


MUSINGS. 


The  Orb  of  Day,  with  all  its  glittering  train 

Of  fleecy  clouds,  tinged  with  the  rainbow's  dyes, 

Has  sunk  beneath  the  horizon  ;  and  still  Night 

Now  draws  her  curtain  over  half  the  globe. 

All  nature  seems  at  rest;  the  distant  roar 

Of  the  vast  human  tide  that  fills  our  streets 

Is  hushing  into  silence.     A  light  breeze 

Comes  stealing  through  the  casement,  soft  and  cool ; 

Soothing  the  spirit  with  its  gentle  breath, 

And  whispering,  as  earthly  things  all  do 

To  a  mind  rightly  tuned,  of  that  great  Sire, 

Who  gave  us  all  things  but  as  steps,  to  raise 

Us  upward  to  himself.    O  what  a  scene 

Of  tranquil  majesty  is  now  before  me  ! 

The  Glueen  of  Night  rides  midst  the  hosts  of  heaven 

In  regal  state ;  her  bright,  though  borrow'd,  beams 

Dimming  the  lustre  of  yon  distant  suns, 

*  The  above  lines  were  suggested  by  the  death  of  an  inter- 
esting child,  who  died  Feb.  16,  1839. 
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And  making  them  seem  but  as  satellites, 
Attendant  in  her  train.    Is  it  not  ever  thus, 
That  distant  things,  however  great  their  worth, 
Seem  of  far  less  importance  in  our  eyes 
Than  those  more  near  'i    We  know  this  earth 
Is  not  our  resting  place ;  we  know  its  brightest  joys, 
Without  religion,  soon  grow  poor  and  worthless  ! 
O  why,  then,  do  we  cling  to  it  so  fondly"? 
Why  turn  we  not  to  that  more  glorious  world 
Of  which  the  present  is  but  as  a  portal  1 

E.  J.  W. 


LINES  UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

As  some  fair  blossom,  wet  with  morning  dew, 
Glads  the  fond  eye,  which  hopes  new  charms  to  view, 
Nipp'd  by  a  secret  canker,  fades  away, 
And  all  its  beauties  wither  and  decay  ; — 
So  thou,  sweet  babe,  thy  parents'  eyes  hast  bless'd, 
Cheer'd  them  a  moment,  and  then  sunk  to  rest. 
Sweet  was  the  gift ; — a  token  of  God's  love 
Too  fair  for  earth — it  blooms  in  light  above. 
God  took  thee,  dear  one,  from  these  realms  of  wo 
To  that  bright  world  where  tears  shall  never  flow. 
Prais'd  be  the  hand,  which,  while  it  lifts  the  rod, 
Leads  us,  amidst  our  tears,  to  own  our  God; 
And  feel  both  blessings  and  chastisements  given 
To  fit  us  for  eternal  life  in  heaven. 

A  "J  J  J  Q  •i 
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LINES  WRITTEN  DURING  AN  EVENING  IN 
SUMMER. 

The  night  draws  on  apace.    Earth  takes  repose, 
E'en  zephyr  sleeps,  while  whispering  to  the  rose. 
The  herds  have  ceased  to  bleat,  the  birds  to  sing, 
And  softer  flows  the  water  from  the  spring. 
How  hush'd  the  scene !  What  stillness  fills  the  soul. 
And  leads  the  mind  to  Him>  who  form'd  the  whole! 
Who  spake  the  sun  and  moon  to  instant  birth ; 
Spread  ocean  forth,  and  form'd  this  rolling  earth. 
Who  bade  the  lightning  flash,  the  thunders  roar, 
And  told  the  waves  how  far  to  lash  the  shore. 
Who  puts  down  kingdoms,  marks  the  sparrow's  fall, 
Feeds  the  young  ravens — and  is  All  in  All. 

S.  S. 


"O  how  this  spring  of  life  resembleth 
The  uneertain  beauty  of  an  April  day ; 
Which  now  shows  all  the  glory  of  the  sun, 
And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away." 

ShAKSPBARBi. 

'Tis  dark  indeed  ; — the  prospect  lowers; — 
'Tis  not  as  in  those  morning  hours, 
When  happy  childhood's  laughing  eye 
Dwelt  not  on  dim  futurity, 
And  naught  beheld  in  the  far  heavens  so  bright, 
But  images  of  joy  and  forms  of  light. 
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Then  shone  the  noontide  sun  of  youlhy 

Too  dazzling  to  reveal  the  truth} — 

It  threw  illusive  radiance  o'er 

Scenes  that  were  dimly  view'd  before ; 
It  robed  the  heavens  in  light,  the  earth  in  bloom, 
And  gilded  e'en  the  darkness  of  the  tomb. 

But  now  it  darkens  :  deep  the  clouds, 

And  a  dim  veil  of  blackness  shrouds 

The  early  promise  of  the  morn, 

Ah  !  past  that  bright  and  sunny  dawn, 
And  sober  Reason  care  and  sorrow  sees, 
Where  youthful  fancy  nought  discern'd  but  ease. 

Yet  alVs  not  lost ; — though  o'er  our  head 

A  canopy  of  gloom  is  spread, 

That  casts  its  misty  mantle  wide, 

The  glories  of  the  sky  to  hide; 
There  is,  there  is  one  light,  whose  heavenly  power 
Can  cheer  the  darkness  of  this  gloomy  hour. 

It  is  the  star  of  Hope, — her  rays 

Burst  forth  in  one  effulgent  blaze  : 

The  clouds  o'er  which  her  beams  are  thrown, 

Reflect  a  lustre  not  their  own : 
Undimm'd  herself,  she  makes  the  darkness  bright — 
Her  light  is  quenchless,  for  'tis  heavenly  light. 

Well,  be  it  thus :  though  past  our  youthful  morn, 
Yet  if  her  bright  and  holy  beams  shine  on. 


72  POETRY. 

Soon  will  they  guide  us  to  that  better  clime, 
Beyond  the  power  of  death,  the  change  of  time, 
Where  no  dim  clouds,  no  troubled  shadows  rise, 
To  veil  the  star  of  promise  from  our  eyes. 

E.  M.  A. 


THE  END. 
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